BARGALDINE : No, I'm not. What's your name ?

MABEL : Mabel Wingrove.

BARCALDINE : It's a sweet name.

MABEL : No, It's a rotten name.

BARCALDINE : It's a lovely name.

]\!ABEL : I like your eyes.

BARCALDINE : You don't.

IviABEL : Yes5 I do ! I love them.

BARGALDINE : Dear !

MABEL : Look here. My friends are going to

Groydon on Thursday. I'll be all alone.

BARGALDINE : Will you ?
MABEL : Come and have some tea ?
BARGALDINE : Where ?

MABEL :    At   the   flat;   forty-five,    Fosdyke
Mansions. It's a very small flat.
BARGALDINE : Really ?
MABEL : Say six o'clock.
BARGALDINE : I'd like to very much.
MABEL : They won't know.
BARGALDINE : Who ?
MABEL : My friends.
BARGALDINE : Would they mind ?
MABEL : I should say so. They're awful.
BARGALDINE : How ?
MABEL : You know ; old-fashioned.
BARGALDINE : Yes, I know the sort of thing.
MABEL : Thursday, mind.
BARGALDINE : I shan't forget.
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